





THE STAND: 
RY A SOCIETY OF YOUNG MEN, 





Nought from our birth, or ancestors we claim, 
All is our own, our honor and our shame. 





No. V. Hartrorn, May 27, 1820. 





** Look up, and see with guilty dread, 
The vengeance bursting o’er your head.” 


A few evenings since, when the Invincibles 
were in ‘‘ solemn conclave’’ assembled, in came 
Wildfire with his usual vehemence, and threw 
down, on the table before the President, asmall 
bundle of papers ; exclaiming, ‘‘ luck ! luck ! 
there’s nothing like good luck.’”’ The papers, 
when examined, were foundto contain a better 
description of this City,and the manners and cus- 
toms of its inhabitants, than is at present extant. 
When enquired of, as to the manner in which he 
procured the manuscripts, his only answer was, 
‘thank fortune for them—l got them by my 
good luck, and in the same way, I shall soon 
have more.”’ We ail began to wonder where 
they came from ; and as our readers may pos- 


sibly do the same, we will give them a few ot 


our conjectures, which may serve to guide their 
wonderment. Some of us ‘guessed that Wildfire 
wrote them himself. Some ascribed them to a 
friend of his. Some to a Lawyer of eminence 
in this town, while others sagely broached the 
opinion, that Peter the Welchman. had lett 
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Scotland and visited our City in disguise. We 


proceed to lay one of the manuscripts before 
our readers. 


PETER’S LETTERS FROM HARTFORD, 
TO HIS KINSFOLK IN WAPPING. 


‘** Lo! this work belongs to modest Peter, 

One of Apollo’s laughter-loving sons.””— 

** He does not stroll abroad to breed a riot ; 

To laugh at people’s dress, and houses, 
Blackguard their children and their spouses, 
Their mode of speaking, gait and diet ; 

But comes, with dimpled chin, and laughing eye. 
From simple scenes of humble life, 

This party-colour’d world to spy— 

Enjoy your pleasures, and appease your strife.” 


LETTER I. 
TO MR. BENJAMIN BIRCH.—SCHOOLMASTER. 
Hartford ——— 1820. 


I arrived here last evening, just after sunset. 
It was a delightful moment. The moon 
was rising in the east.—In the west, the twilight 
had not yet departed.—The fleecy clouds con- 
tinued to reflect the last beams of the now invi- 
sible Sun. Before me the Connecticut rolled 
his broad tide, covered with Shipping—** a wil- 
derness of masts.”’ Beyond, | saw for the first 
time, the spires, the chimneys, the smoke, and 
the confusion of the magnificeat metropolis of 
my native State. As I beheld the majestic 
stream, holding its unwearied course to the 
ocean, I thought of the black river of death, in 
Bunyan’s vision, beyond whose troubled waters, j 
lay the heavenly city, the object of the Pilgrim’s 
journey ; and O, thought I, what if this river 
were like that, bridgeless and ferryless. But it | 
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was notso. The road brought me to a covered 
bridge, which looked to me like a stable ; but 
its dark entrance frightened Dobbin, for he 
thought it the entrance to a black-smith’s shop. 
As [| passed through this dark prison-like 
structure, whose gloom was heightened, rather 
than diminished, by the moon beams reflected 
from the water, through the solitary port-holes, 
I thought of Wapping—I thought of our fire-side 
enjoyments—I thought of your glowing descrip- 
tion of New-Haven, and of Uncle John’s long, 
but less eloquent account of Boston. The idea, 
that I was entering the City, renowned through 
the world, equally, for the magnificence of its 
buildings, and the splendor ofits literary achieve- 
ments, filled my mind with indescribable emo- 
tions. I thought of the delight which I should 
enjoy, when restored to my home, while narra- 
ting to my friends, my adventures in this great- 
est of Cities—I anticipated the pleasure which I 
should enjoy, in telling the story of my travels, 
to my children, and my children’s children. 
This train of reflections, was suddenly inter- 
rupted, by a steep, and rapid descent, from the 
bridge, into the street—and I found myself in 
Hartford——“ the city of the soul”—I trusted to 
no ‘‘ drivelling turnpike man,” to guide me to 
a suitable house of entertainment, but commit- 
ted myself to the direction of Fortune, and well 
did she direct me—for I have already made 
trial of my Landlord’s Jamaica, and find it ex- 

cellent. Yours sincerely, 
PETER MARTYN. 
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frHE STRANGER IN HARTFORD.* 
Pi Continued from No. 4. 
SUNDRIES—CONCLUSION. 


| More I might tell,—for more the Trav’ller saw, 
| schools, Conferences, Balls, and Courts of Law, 
But these are themes too lofty far—and I 

Shrink back with awe. I dare not soar so high, 
An abler hand than mine has touch’d the schools-— 
The Conference, long has been the sport of fools ; 
Each new fledged satirist, vain of simple skill, 
Aims at the ** Deacon” his first arrow still. 

Of Courts and Balls, but little need be said, 

Save, that in both, the Fiddler must be paid. 


A glance behind, intended for his last. 
ty ** Hartford, to thee | bid a long farewell ; 
fi I know thy beauties, and thy faults can tell. 
If self approval could avail thee aught, 
To prove thy ’scutcheon undisgrae’d by spot— 
If countless Grog-shops made a town a heaven, 
And Saintship were to Cellar-searchers given, 
From every charge, of fault, or error freed, 
Thou wert anearthly Paradise indeed : 
But, if to balls, ’tis ruin to resort, 
If eating oysterst is unlawful sport ; 
If, when a slanderous pen, assails thy youth, 
: They ought to bow, and call its slanders—truth, 
me? And tamely suffer, that a charge untrue, 
ee Shouid fix on all, the vices of a few ; 
| | If these are true criterions—alas ! 
: 


j . From Proud Lord’s Hill, the parting stranger cast 





flartford, thy claims to honour will not pass.” 
Rosin ADAIR. 


* This title was omitted in No. 4 through mistake 


_ tit has recently been discovere4, that eating oysters isa viola- 
tion of alllaw. Considered as fish they have no scales—as ani- 
mals, they neither chewthe cud noc yet divide the hoof. Conse- 
quently they are forbidden by the | evittcal Law, which, in this 
particular, isnot held abrogated, by certain wise interpreters. 
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Lhe following Communication, is from a gentleman whe 
was in New York, atthe celebration of Independence, ir. 
1819. 


THE GLORIOUS MONDAY. 


July fourth, coming as you know, 
On Sunday, the parade and show 
It was determin’d to postpone ; 

A mark of reverence, by the way, 
Much greater, than is often shown 

Among New-Yorkers, to that day. 


Well; Monday was the appointed time, 
And fifty bells’ unvarying chime, 
The singing of the Brooklyn Lark, 
And squibs, and Crackers in the Park, 
And Canaons’ roar, and Trumpet’s din, 
The glorious morning usher’d in ; | Bi 
And when St. Paul’s high clock had told 
The merry hour of Nine—behold, | i 
Upon the Battery, a band | 4 
Of martial spirits take their stand, | 3 
Prepar’d for combat—and although | | 
At times, the Porpoise dar’d to show, i 
| 








His dorsal fin, above the wave, 

Yet shrunk not back, these heroes brave, 

But, having form’d their long array, 
They march’d in order, up Broadway. 
Broadway, that highly favour’d street, 
Where Vulcan’s sons, with Cobblers meet ; 
Tailor’s Associations, there, 

Wave high, their storied flags in air; 

And Viasons, Carpenters, and ‘l’anners, : 
March, each beneath their several banners ; 
And whenthe sons of Mars drew near, 
Form’d a procession in their rear. 


And now, to Church they go, and there 
They heara sermon, and a prayer; 
Thence to the Park proceed, and fire 
Their guns, and from the field retire. 
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The afternoon, of course was spent, 

In jovialty and merriment, 

And when the night, arose to throw 

Her curtain, o’er this world of woe ; 

Full many a hero, who at morn 

Had talk’d of wounds, and death with scorn, 
Was stretch’d atlength beneath the table, 

To rise, to move, to speak unable. 


Sic transit gloria mundi, thus 
This Glorious Monday, pass’d with us. 


‘*SuE’s wi’ A NEW LOVE.”’——-———A _ Ballad. 


O saw ye my dear, my Phely ? 

O saw ye my dear, my Phely 2? 

She’s down in the grove, she’s wi’ a new love, 
She winna come home, toher Wiily. BuRNS. 


They haste away—o’er moss and moor, 
Their panting steeds are hurried on ; 

For they must reach blue ocean’s shore, 
Before the rising of the Sun. 


Ah Mary, never more thine eye, 
Shall turn toward the Eastern sky, 
With pleasure, when the morn’s first ray 
Chases the shades of night away. 
The rising of another sun, 
Shall see thee ruin’d, and undone. 
What fiend impell’d thee to desert, 
A fond, a doating husband’s arms, 
For an insensate wretch, whose heart 
Knows not, and values not thy charms ? 


They reach the shore—they spread the sail. 
And Caledonia’s mountains blue, 
As gently blows the fav’ring gale, 
Soon fade upon the view. 


A tear-drop moisten’d Mary’s eye, 
A half involuntary sigh . 
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She heav’d, for in her bosom rose 

A presage sad of future woes; 

Her memory too, would s‘ill recall 
Those days of fleeted tenderness, 

When Malcolm’s love was all in all, 


And Mary’s hours were happiness. 
And what was he, for whom she thus ' 
Could all affection’s ties betray, fi 
Prostrate her honour in the dust, } 


And cast her hopes of heaven away ? ‘ 
One o’er whose dark mysterious brow, + 
Now hover’d midnight’s shades—and now. 
Serene as Summer’s morning sky, 








Had never warm’d his heart of snow ; 
He took her from her Malcolm’s arins, 
To wreak his vengeance on his foe ; 

And, through the darling of his heart, 

To pierce him in the tenderest part. 
| 


He charm’d alike the ear and eye. } 

Yet, even in his happiest mood 
Each action bore a restless air, 

Which, to the close obscrver show’d, 
Some deeply fix’d corroding care. | 


He lov’d not Mary ; all her charms | 
: 


The bark swift ploughs its liquid way 
To fertile Gallia—and when day 
Had sunk behind the hills once more, 
In silent guise, they scek the shore, 
They land—a signal Rudolph gave, 
An opening hill disclos’d a cave, 
And here, and there, the taper’s light, 
Gave to the view a ruffian form, 
Fit forsome Genius of the night, | 
Or Demon of the howling storm. 
They enter, and each bandit rais’d 
His eye, and for a moment gazed 
On Viary—** Comrades,”’ Rudolph said, 
*¢ Behold your leader here once more, 
And here, the beauties which have led 
His steps, to Caledonia’s shore.” 
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He led her through the cave, and show’d 
‘ The dungeon mark’d for her abode, 
’ And left her. Now at length alone, 
She gave her stifled sorrows vent— 
She thought of days, and hours long gone. 

When she was gay and innocent. 

She saw, too late, that Rudolph ne’er 
Had lov’d her—and too late, the tear 
Of sorrow and “epentance shed, 

O’er happiness, forever fled. 

And now alas—the contrast made 

More dreadiul the impending gloom ; 
Despair, her prospects veil’d in shade, 

And hope, but pointed to the tomb. 

. | One morning forth, in mournful mood, 

She sallied, from her dungeon cave, 

‘¢ The birds were singing in the wood, 
gj) The Sun, was dancing on the wave ;”” 
And all without, was joy and glee, 
But all within, was misery. 
Hi She knew not, musing, as she stray’d, 
That Rudolph’s eye, her steps survey’d, 
Nor mark’d beneath a tree, where lay, 
A pilgrim resting from his way ; 
Till, uttering loud a sudden cry, 
He rose, and spread his hands on high, 
| And stood like one bewildered. Woe, 
\ Had furrow’d deep that visage o’er, 
But still too well, did Mary know, 

Her Malcoim—hers, alas, no more— 
And Rudolph’s eye of vengeance, too, 
The object of his hatred knew, 

And, while with half averted face, 
He shrunk, yet suffered her embrace, 
An arrow ‘rom the bandit’s bow, ~ 
Laid them in death, together low. 
ROBIN ADAIR. 


N. B. Ail censure, being considered serious, and all praise ironi 
cal, the Authors of the Schuliad, desire to stage, that, those parts 
which have excited disapprebation, were not intended in earnest, 
or dictated by ill will, 

ey The Communication sizned P~——— will de attended to 


| 
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